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incense came from the shrine, which contained oranges,
ikons, a large family Bible, and eggs from bygone Rasters.
We stood silent.

I was expecting a prayer, but the old lady blew out the
candles, shut the cupboard, made the sign of the Cross
over it and crossed herself. The thanksgiving had been a
silent one, and the family now dispersed, after bidding us
a very good morning. I think Themistocle wanted to kiss
us, but we had been through trials enough.

Peter and I threw ourselves on to the bed, too ex-
hausted to undress.

Next instant, as it seemed to me, although in reality
two hours had passed, we were awakened by the
twins.

" Time to get up," they said excitedly. " The house
might be searched at any minute."

Instantly we were afoot.

" Where are the police ? "

" There is a detective standing at the corner of our
street," said Hyppolite.

" They often come to see if all our lodgers are regis-
tered," added Athene.

We staggered gloomily downstairs, full of fear and
sleep. But in the pantry we found the seniors of the house-
hold unconcerned about the police. There was often a
detective at that corner, they assured us, and while there
was no imminent danger of a search, there was an imme-
diate prospect of breakfast. A saucepan was actually being
buttered (and butter was then almost worth its weight in
gold) to make us an omelette. So we began to eat, and as
we ate we remembered how hungry we were : after two
omelettes had fallen to rny fork, an engaging sense of
drowsiness began to creep over me again. But the twins